THE SECOND NIGHT

was nearly distracted. She did not dare to stop anybody
and ask where the British Legation was. She feared to
find her arm held again and a dirty, dark, unshaven face
peering into hers to tell her she must come along at once
to the police station. At last she saw a disengaged car
and jumped into it with breathless directions to drive
through this broken looking-glass world of moonshine
to the British Legation, just at the same moment as down
in the Legation itself a few hundred yards away Captain
Drimys, who much to Scrutton's indignation had sent
out the new under-porter on Waterlow's heels to buy
him some cigarettes, was meeting Georgie on the marble
stairs.

" Ah, it is you, I am so glad," he exclaimed and pressed
her hand in both of his.

" Really and truly glad ? "

" Indeed yes, for I have been, I confess, a little jealous.
I did not care to leave you with that fellow before dinner."

"You needn't be very jealous of him" she laughed
lightly.

" I am just a little puzzled about Mr Waterlow."

" Yes, I'm a little puzzled about him," Georgie mur-
mured in a remote voice, answering herself rather than
him,

" I wonder why he has gone so quickly from the
Legation ? "

" Gone ? " she echoed sharply.   " Has he gone ? "

" Yes, a moment ago he has gone."

" Oh, I expect he's off on one of his comic-opera per-
formances," she snapped.

Drimys looked at his watch, then over his shoulder at
the door, then at his watch again, gnawing his moustache.
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